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Larger Than Death.

€ SpoKe wiih neifher resignation no
despair. But there was pride in a lon
lifetime of accomiplishment; and his
voice rang with the dauntless curiosity]
of an old man facing the diminishing fu-
ture. “This is my final word,” said Wil
liam Maxwell Aitken, the first Baron|

(TiME, June 5). It was, indeed, his val;
edictory. Last week at Cherkley; hig
gloomy Victorian estate in Surrey, ;the
Beaver’s heart, which had endured so
long despite bouts with asthma, sciatica]

SUTHERLAND'S BEA

at the loss of my oldest and closes
friend,” said Winston Churchill. “Thq
Daily Telegraph,” said that paper
“found itself on the oppdosite side of al

ost every major a‘rgyhment:in which hg

& ‘his newspapéts 'é
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onality quite .y n
J%ﬁﬁﬁ ‘or inhil'jiic%oﬁ’.gﬁ%gl BEf: P )
spgooning a Velgslgfornalisyl
the most fascinating of all. professions,]
Beaverbrook once wrote, “and if I had

my time over again, I would give m)
© whole life to it.” But negfly half his lif
lay behind him when ght the Lon|

don Daily Express.in 1916, not to tury
journalist but to dragoon a public voic

.mgde Canadian multigyjlionaire aspires
::%‘r;_ot ing less for himself than a tenan
¢y ‘4t No. 10 Dowding Street, nothing

Beaverbrook, at his 85th birthday patty] -

Faith was a battle flag.
“RY 4 ‘unique and. ing e8bTe’s tﬁj
ol British history. “I afiPdBepty grieid
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_ was never any disputing the deep impac
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for his political ambitions. The self}

e R AR R

glimmering. He could take a stron
wH#hd, in ehanging British government
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hnd did three times, but he never headed
bne himself. He could thunder the cause
bf Empire in the pages of the Express,
but the cause was doomed.
There were compensating rewards.
IThe Express, a pale failure when Bea-
verbrook bought it, grew under his ki-
hetic stewardship into a popular giant
bf 4,300,000 circulation; its pages pro-
vided all Fleet Street with daily lessons
n the craft of journalism. When World
War II began, Britain’s Fincst Hour was
Iso his; as Churchill’s Minister of Air-
raft Production, he put up the cloud of
pitfires that saved the day. These and
ther accomplishments invested him
ith the quality of living legend. “Posi-
ive, bee,” wrote a columnist in a Ca-
adian paper, “comparative, Beaver; su-
crlative, Beaverbrook.” Sir Beverley
axter, M.P. and once an Express man-
ging editor, called him a cross “be-
ween a magician and an avalanche.”
No Cease-Fire. Neither praise nor
ensure concerned the Beaver much.
‘Fire and be damned! That’s what I be-
ieve,” he told a recent visitor. It was an
rticle of his faith, one that he carried
ike a battle pennant every foot of the
ay that led from the Presbyterian min-
ister’s gnanse in Newcastle, New Bruns-
ic]gy;{:here he spent his youth. Con-
scious” of his place in Britain’s history,
e wrote a dozen reminiscent books as

long to the past,” he had said recently.
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BUT e could nol DIINg DIimsell (o
cease firing. Agd, like the activist he
was, he overruj§d three times his self-
announced retiffment—the first time in
1927—and stayed on as master of the
Express to the end. “My son,” said
Beaverbrook recently, “will do better
after I am gone.”

How 1o Captlure a Press Lord. Son
Max Jr., 34, will have his hands full,
even though thg four papers* he in-
herited are c?iefully insulated from
Britain’s crippling death duties by a
private trust set up years ago. “It won’t
make any difference to the papers,”
saig ir mew proprietor of his father’s

: degj{g.pg%e;}} gﬁi’lf’ continue with the
same” icies.* I will :be at the head
' o?qlfhejgoﬁ%ﬁéﬂl héig}‘&cﬁ%d that he was
repdunging the. crest. that would other-
w}%g }Eﬁve’gﬁ;ls}s%d“it%} 1%?"6‘1?11is father’s

Ath, §The title ,avas; earne d-won
i And.

3 r%n Ifai%fﬁ‘%” %‘I%i . %éiertziinly in
rimyrhide g Bere Wil beegnly one Lord
Beaverbrook.” . . .

It was, in a way, the same sort of so-
lution chosen by Artist Graham Suther-
land_when the Beaver commissioned a

‘_apggggagg ten years ago. How to capture
“the_essence of ‘the intransigent press
lord? Sutherland finally settled for paint-
ing his subject® just as the Beaver’s
i ” enemies had seen him: a
ﬁﬁéﬁgggf than life size.
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the London Evenigg Standard and the Glas-
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